SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

What tongue can her perfections tell?

WHAT tongue can her perfections tell
In whose each part all pens may dwell?
Her hair fine threads of finest gold,
In curled knots man's thought to hold,
But that her forehead says eln me
A whiter beauty you may see.*
Whiter indeed, more white than snow
Which on cold Winter's face doth grows
That doth present those even brows
Whose equal line their angles bows;
Like to the Moon, when, after change,
Her horned head abroad doth range,
And arches be two heavenly lids,
Whose wink each bold attempt forbids.
For the black stars those spheres contain,
The matchless pair even praise doth stain;
No lamp whose light by Art is got,
No sun which shines and seeth not,
Can liken them, without all peer
Save one as much as other clear;
Which only thus unhappy be
Because themselves they cannot see.
Her cheeks with kindly claret spread,
Aurora-like new out of bed;
Or like the fresh queen-apple's side,
Blushing at sight of Phoebus' pride*
Her nose, her chir\, pure ivory wears.
No purer then the pretty ears,
So that therein appears some blood,
Like wine and milk that mingled stood;
In whose incirclets if ye gaze
Your eyes may tread a lover's maze,
But with such turns the voice to stray,
No talk untaught can find the way.
The tip no jewel needs to wear,
The tip is jewel of the ear.
But who those ruddy lips can miss,
Which, blessed, still themselves do kiss?
Rubies, cherries, and roses new,
In worth, in taste, in perfect hue,
Which never part but that they show
Of precious pearl the double row;